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ADVERTISEMENTS 


Wise  bees  save  honey 


Wise  folks  save  money 


HARRY  LAUDER  says: 


“If  you  are  a stranger  to  Thrift  and  have  an  open  mind,  get  acquainted 
with  it.  You’ll  be  surprised  to  see  how  comfortable  a friend  it  is  to  be  traveling 
around  with.” 

Study  your  spending  and  form  the  habit  of  saving. 


SAVE  and  HAVE 

HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 

75  TREMONT  ST.,  BOSTON 


GET  YOUR 

HIGH  SCHOOL  CADET  UNIFORMS 

AT 

ROSENFIELD  8c  RAPKIN 

ALWAYS  THE  LOWEST 


open  evenings  15  SCHOOL  STREET,  BOSTON  1 flight  up 

NEW  YORK  BOSTON  PHILADELPHIA 


164  TREMONT  STREET 


To  Your  Friends 


— your  portrait  by  recognized  artists — your  simple  mes. 
sage  of  friendship — your  gift  alone,  unfading  and  price- 
less— your  consummate  expression  of  regard — the  repro- 
duction of  yourself. 
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WHY  WE  DID  IT  (Foreword) 

After  forty  years  of  staid  existence  of  the  Record  the  editors  were  inspired  with 
the  belief  that  HUMOR  is  the  VARIETY  that  provides  the  SPICE  OF  LIFE. 

THEREFORE  the  noble  scribes  who  constitute  this  august  staff  have  dedicated 
this  issue  to  the  immortal  god  of  HUMOR.  From  near  and  far  have  been  selected 
the  choicest  plums  from  the  Gardens  of  Wit,  the  nectar  of  Satire,  and  the  infectious 
ambrosia  of  GAIETY. 

We  hope  you  will  like  it. 


“BLESSED  BE  THE  LAUGH-MAKERS” 

A New  York  college  professor  would  have  us  believe  that  slowly  but  surely 
mirth  is  losing  its  place  as  one  of  the  facto>"s  affecting  human  life;  that  in  the  future 
we  shall  no  longer  be  diverted  from  our  everyday  tasks  by  a jest;  that  humor  is  an 
unnecessary  and  even  a harmful  thing,  since  it  slows  down  the  machinery  of  the 
world’s  work. 

It  is  a sad  prospect  that  lies  before  us.  No  longer  shall  we  smile  (or  roar,  as 
the  case  may  be)  at  the  antics  of  the  Irishman  and  the  Jew,  or  be  entertained  by 
the  dialogue  between  the  two  inebriates.  Such  delights  are  no  longer  in  store  for  us. 

Without  venturing  to  match  our  opinions  against  those  of  the  learned  gentle- 
man from  New  York,  we  think  that  not  soon  will  the  condition  prevail  which  is 
described  above.  The  world  needs  humor  to  lighten  the  burden  of  its  humdrum 
tasks,  to  afford  a bit  of  sunshine  to  relieve  the  tension  of  worldly  pursuits.  Once 
humor  is  done  away  with  as  a human  quality,  there  can  be  no  incentive  to  work,  for 
man  works  that  he  may  enjoy  the  fruits  of  his  work,  and  what  are  these  fruits  but 
the  ability  to  indulge  in  pleasure,  an  extension  of  humor ? 

We  do  not  think  that  the  world  need  worry  about  the  loss  of  its  healthful  fun. 

*****  A 4 


CRAZY  EDITORIALS 

I have  been  instructed  to  write  a more  than  usually  crazy  editorial,  hence  this — 
thing.  Now  in  order  to  write  such  an  article  we  must  first  understand  just  what 
is  meant  by  that  appellation  “crazy”. 

In  the  first  place,  aren’t  all  editorials  crazy?  “YES!”  shouts  Old  Man  Echo. 
Then  why  bother  to  make  an  especial  effort  to  make  this  one  particularly  crazy? 
You  know  that  it’s  rather  a job  to  get  new  ideas  for  this  column;  it’s  like  the  broad- 
casting stunt,  you  think  it’s  new  and  then  you  find  out  that  it’s  old  as  the  hills. 

Speaking  about  this  broadcasting,  you  know  that  lots  of  people  think  that  it’s 
a new  idea.  Take  it  from  me  it  isn’t.  Why,  my  old  friend  Boofus  started  it 
millions  of  years  ago  when  he  socked  his  sweetie  with  a golf  ball.  She  fell  a victim 
to  his  charms  as  a result,  and  thus  a new  mode  of  proposing  was  installed. 

From  then  on  man  seems  unable  to  get  away  from  the  idea  of  broadcasting. 
Boofus  started  it  and  others  have  gone  on  where  he  left  off.  The  radio  is  merely  a 
new  phase  of  that  same  idea;  it  is  an  improvement  I’ll  admit,  but  still  it  is  just  an 
improvement.  The  new  system  has  several  advantages  over  the  old,  though.  For 
instance  it  is  much  safer  to  broadcast  a proposal  of  marriage  via  the  radio  than  by 
a rock,  because  nowadays  the  girl  would  return  the  rock  with  interest.  If  you  used 
a radio  on  the  other  hand,  she  couldn’t  even  talk  back. 

Well  I guess  that  I’ve  made  enough  crazy  comments,  so  I guess  I’ll  do  you  a 
favor  and  s-t-o-p.  — K.L.B 
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THE  POWER  OE  PERSUASION 
Recollections  of  Happy  Days 


According  to  experts  the  power  of 
persuasion  is  greatly  superior  to  that  of 
suggestion,  and  even  that  of — shall  we 
say  force?  Now  not  being  an  expert,  I’m 
not  sure  of  that  last  statement,  because 
it  has  been  my  experience  that  force  is 
sometimes  the  best  persuasive.  In  proof 
thereof  let  me  tell  you  a story. 

This  incident,  or  accident  as  you  like 
it,  occurred  last  summer  while  I was  on 
my  vacation  down  in  Maine.  As  luck 
would  have  it,  it  was  one  of  the  most 
miserable  days  it  has  ever  been  my  mis- 
fortune to  experience.  Cold  as  only  a 
day  in  Maine  can  be,  it  was  also  wet, 
VERY  WET.  The  roads  were — well, 
if  vou’ve  ever  been  over  a Maine  road  on 
a rainy  day,  you  know  how  they  were; 
if  you  haven’t,  why,  no  amount  of  effort 
on  my  part  could  make  you  realize  how 
they  were. 

The  cause  of  this  sad  experience  was 
one  of  the  more  deadly  of  the  species,  as 
usual.  No,  it  wasn’t  a woman,  but  a 
cow.  She,  the  cow,  had  been  sold  to  a 
farmer  who  lived  near  by,  but  who  had 
been  too  busy  heretofore  to  come  and  get 
her.  On  the  first  rainy  day  he  came 
after  her,  and  it  so  chanced  that  I was 
there  to  both  see  the  fun  and  take  part 
in  the  misfortune. 

To  begin  with,  the  cow  was  a surly 
brute  and  had  never  been  led  before, 
all  of  which  is  some  combination,  be- 
lieve me!  Well,  Barney  (that  was  what 
they  called  the  fellow  who  had  bought 
the  “critter”)  walked  up  to  the  cow  and, 
after  chasing  her  all  over  the  pasture, 
finally  succeeded  in  getting  a halter 
around  her  neck.  Then  the  fun  began. 

“Want  any  help,  Barney?”  I asked. 

“Nope,”  he  replied,  “Guess  she’ll  go 
all  right.” 

And  she  did;  but  not  the  way  Barney 
wanted  her  to.  He  and  the  fellow  he 


had  brought  along  to  help  him,  each 
took  hold  of  one  end  of  the  rope  that 
they  had  tied  around  her  neck. 

“Now,”  said  Barney,  “You  get  on 
that  side  of  her,  so’s  you  can  snub  her  if 
she  tries  to  come  my  way;  I’ll  do  the 
same  if  she  starts  for  you.” 

Cautiously  they  pulled  on  the  rope, 
trying  to  get  the  cow  started.  No  good. 
Then  they  pulled  harder;  still,  no  good. 
Losing  all  patience  they  pulled  as  hard 
as  they  could,  and  vet  results  were  con- 
spicuous by  their  absence. 

Barney  swore;  Barney  cursed;  Bar- 
ney mixed  the  two  in  a dialect  wherein 
were  combined  all  the  advantages  of 
both, — and  still  results  were  not  forth- 
coming, the  cow  being  apparently  un- 
mindful of  the  ode  that  was  in  the 
process  of  composition  for  her  benefit. 
At  length  Barney’s  powers  of  extem- 
porization were  exhausted,  and  all  he 
could  do  was  stand  and  glare  at  the 
offending  animal. 

“Prod  her  up  a bit,”  suggested  some- 
one. Immediately  the  suggestion  was 
acted  upon.  At  the  first  “prod”  the 
cow  was  galvanized  into  action.  With 
a lunge  she  almost  jerked  the  two  who 
were  holding  her  off  their  feet  and  sped 
down  the  road  as  if  she  had  just  remem- 
bered a very  important  date  and  was  on 
her  way  to  keep  it,  Barney  and  the  other 
fellow  still  holding  on  to  the  rope.  For- 
tunately she  took  the  right  road. 

All  went  well  until  they  came  to  a 
sharp  bend  in  the  road.  The  cow  made 
the  turn  all  right,  but  not  so  Barney  and 
the  other  fellow.  Barney,  who  was  on 
the  inside,  merely  slipped  and  sat  down, 
but  the  other  fellow  went  flying  through 
the  air  like  the  snapper  on  a whip,  lost 
his  balance,  fell,  rolled  over  once  or  twice, 
and  finally  landed  in  the  ditch,  which  by 
the  way  was  half-full  of  water,  head 
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down.  The  cow  went  on  her  way  re- 
joicing into  the  nearby  woods. 

When  she  was  recaptured,  after  a 
chase  of  about  two  miles,  four  of  us  de- 
cided to  help  Barney  lead  her  home.  We 
ranged  ourselves  three  on  each  side  and 
started.  The  cow  was  seemingly  recon- 
ciled, and  went  along  quite  docilely. 
Lulled  by  a false  sense  of  security,  we 
loosed  our  holds  on  the  ropes.  We  re- 
gretted it  shortly,  for  the  cow  shot  for- 
ward the  into  woods  again.  Unfortun- 
ately for  me  I still  held  the  rope,  but  I 
soon  released  it.  Yes,  just  as  soon  as  I 
was  slammed  up  against  a tree  and  re- 
ceived approximately  three  gallons  of 
water  down  my  neck. 

But  man  is  a stupid  animal,  as  is  evi- 
denced by  the  fact  that  we  were  again 
vested  with  the  thought  that  after  this 
the  bovine  would  go  along  quietly.  True, 
she  did  for  a time,  but  a little  further  on 
she  stopped  by  a puddle  and  gave  evi- 
dence of  a desire  to  drink  by  lowering  her 
nose  into  the  water. 

“Let  her  drink,”  I suggested,  and  im- 
mediately rued  it.  Instead  of  drinking 
she  again  lunged  forward,  and  this  time 
I slipped  and  fell.  I hadn’t  sense  enough 
to  let  go  of  the  rope,  and  consequently 


I ploughed  up  the  road  for  five  yards. 
I was  sore  for  a week  after,  and  I don’t 
mean  sore  in  the  sense  of  angry  either. 

After  this  and  many  similar  mishaps, 
we  finally  succeeded  in  getting  the  cow  to 
Barney’s,  where  we  tied  her  in  the  stall. 
Then  Barney  gave  us  a ride  home  in  his 
1917  Ford. 

Next  day,  as  I was  standing  watching 
the  others  play  horse-shoes,  I saw  Barney 
coming  down  the  road.  A hundred 
yards  from  the  house  he  released  the 
clutch  and  drew  back  his  emergency 
brake,  so  that  the  car  came  to  a halt 
after  hitting  the  wall  only  a slight 
bump. 

“Hello,  Barney,”  called  out  one  of  the 
players.  “How’s  the  cow?” 

“Fine,  fine,”  answered  Barney,  “But 
say,  when  I milked  her  she  gave  butter- 
milk.” 

“Well,”  sez  I,  unwilling  to  lose  this 
chance  to  “guy”  Barney,  “What  do  you 
expect  her  to  give  but-her-milk?”  I then 
proceeded  to  break  all  existing  speed 
records  that  had  ever  been  established. 
But  alas!  I played  in  hard  luck,  for  an 
egg,  just  packed  with  hydrogen  sulphide, 
caught  me  right  behind  the  ear. 


% sfc  + 4: 

WILL  MIRACLES  NEVER  CEASE? 
Within  a dentist’s  waiting  room, 

He  waited,  all  serene. 

Without  the  slightest  signs  of  gloom, 
He  scanned  a magazine. 


And  then,  with  a wild  and  piercing  yell, 

And  face  of  ashen  hue, 

He  crumpled  in  his  seat  and  fell — 

The  magazine  was  NEW. 

* Hi  * sfc  s|« 

Diner:  ‘Waiter,  what  kind  of  meat  is  this?” 

Waiter:  “Spring  lamb,  sir.” 

Diner:  “I  thought  so;  I’ve  been  chewing  on  one  of  the  springs  for  the  last 
hour!” 
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“Pray  let  me  kiss  your  hand,”  said  he, 
With  looks  of  burning  love. 

“I  can  remove  my  veil,”  said  she, 

‘Much  easier  than  my  glove.” 

— Brown  Bull 

“Does  writing  a joke  pay?” 

“It’s  funny  if  it  does.” 

jJj  ^ 

’Twas  not  an  act  of  chivalry 
Nor  yet  the  fear  of  scorn; 

He  offered  her  his  street-car  seat 
To^keep  her  off  his  corn. 

— Colgate  Banter 

***** 

“Will  you  have  a haircut?” 

“Gosh  no,  cut  them  all.” 


ODE  TO  OUR  TEACHERS 
Teachers — we  love  you, 

You  are  so  good  and  true; 
Teachers — we’ll  always  be 
A joy  and  help  to  you. 

Teachers — you’re  wonderful! 

And  so  fair  and  square; 

You  make  the  year  a paradise, 
Free  from  toil  and  care. 

Teachers — magnificent ! 

Possessed  of  learning  wide; 

In  our  hearts  forevermore, 

You  shall  all  abide. 

Teachers — without  you 

Our  minds  would  be  but  blanks 
All  we  know  and  hope  to  know, 
We  credit  you  with  thanks. 

Teachers — we  drink  to  you, 

Long  life  we  send  your  way; 
Our  great  appreciation 
In  words  we  cannot  say. 

Teachers — unparalleled! 

Your  great  unselfish  souls — 

No  equals  of  them  can  we  find 
Anywhere  between  the  poles. 

Teachers — we  idolize 

The  very  ground  you  tread; 
Your  precepts  and  your  teachings 
We’ll  keep  until  we’re  dead. 

? ? ? 

• • • 


HINTS  FOR  MOTORISTS 

To  keep  the  radiator  from  freezing,  take  it  to  bed  with  you  on  cold  nights 
Never  back  out  of  the  garage  without  first  opening  the  door. 

If  you  want  a good  finish  for  your  car,  stall  it  on  any  railroad  crossing. 
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According  to  Dame  Rumor  the  Kil  Kenny  Kats  “busted  up”  a meeting  of  the 
Blah  Blahs  recently.  The  same  person  also  states  that  as  a punishment  thereof  our 
well  known  Krazy  Kat  was  stood  on  his  head.  That  isn’t  worrying  Kenney,  how- 
ever, since  they  only  destroyed  one  of  his  lives,  and  he’s  got  eight  more  left. 

***** 

The  owner  of  the  following  name  has  spent  three  years  trying  to  find  two  E.  H.  S. 
teachers  who  pronounce  “Thombs”  the  same  way.  I understand  that,  so  far,  the 
quest  has  been  unsuccessful.  Cheer  up,  Charlie,  you  might  have  better  luck  in 
college. 

***** 

Alas!  Alack!  Alas!  Alack!  No  more  will  that  cheery  welcoming  smile  and 
sweet  “How  many,  please?”  greet  early  morning  purchasers  of  lunch  tickets  at  the 
bank.  Yea,  brethren,  our  own  well-beloved  Bill  Cairns  is  graduating  this  year,  too. 

Well,  even  the  best  of  friends  must  part,  so  let  us  not  weep  too  copiously  thereover. 

***** 

J.  T.  L.  Thorup. — We  understand  that  this  classmate  is  going  to  represent 
English  at  West  Point  when  he  gets  through  here.  In  preparation  for  his  gradua- 
tion from  that  institution  they  say  that  he  has  already  bought  his  pretty  uniform 
with  its  two  gold  bars,  and  spends  an  hour  each  day  in  polishing  up  the  same.  If  you 

don’t  look  out  you’ll  wear  ’em  out,  Teddy,  and  then  you’ll  have  to  buyTnew  ones. 

***** 

Mrs.  Grundy  reports  that  Izzv  Milden  is  taking  a correspondence  course  from 
“Hell’n  Maria”  in  the  art  of  handling  a turbulent  committee.  We  wish  to  extend 
our  best  wishes. 

***** 

During  Miss  Tewksbury’s  recent  illness  George  Foster  acted  as  secretary.  He 
did  a good  job. 

***** 

We  see  that  the  109  Daily  Item  has  been  renamed  “The  Kats’  Meow,”  owned 

and  edited  by  the  Kil-Kenny  Kats.  Contributions  are  in  order. 

***** 

One  sad  thing  is  that  the  editors  can’t  tell  their  own  good  qualities  in  the 
Personal  column.  Boo  hoo! 
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Natie  Nason  (306)  our  versatile  Exchange  Editor,  in  the  opinion  of  our  many 
exchange  school  papers,  is  the  best  critical  editor  in  the  country.  (Honest  this  is 
no  oil;  he  told  me  so  himself,  I can  still  feel  his  cold  fingers  around  my  throat.) 
There  have  been  so  many  good  comments  on  him,  that  we  are  of  the  opinion  that  he 
sends  a box  of  chocolates  with  every  Record  he  sends  out  to  be  commented  on. 
Natie’s  brother  works  in  a chocolate  foundry,  so  we  wouldn’t  be  a bit  surprised. 

Many  of  you  may  wonder  why  Master  E.  Wasserman  (313)  is  absent  from  school 
so  often.  If  you  ask  him  he’ll  say  he  was  sick  and  if  you  don’t  know  him  well  enough 
you’ll  be  fooled  by  his  pale  complexion.  The  real  reason  is  this:  Every  morn- 

ing that  Elick — yeh,  that’s  his  name — sweet  isn’t  it? — feels  (?)  like  waking  up  he 
tosses  his  pillow  in  the  air.  Heads  he  goes  to  a show  and  tails  he  wakes  up — at  11 
o’clock. 

Dave  Goldstein  (106)  is  another  one  of  those  boys  that  loves  (?)  to  come  to 
school  regularly.  The  other  day  he  came  all  the  way  after  waking  up  early  enough 
to  open  the  school  and  finally  found  (in  front  of  his  locker)  that  he  had  forgotten 
his  key.  Dave  did  what  you  and  I would  do.  He  walked  out  calmly  and  re- 
traced his  footsteps. 

“Ma!”  cried  a childish  voice  as  John  Marr  accidently  stepped  on  his  friend 
Kelleher’s  neck.  John  is  a good  boy  who  likes  football  and  baseball.  “But  best  of 
all  give  me  school,”  says  John.  Some  fellows  recently  dared  Marr  to  swallow  a 
plate,  while  at  the  lunch  counter.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  do  so,  John  faltered  and 
stopped,  and  then  with  a meek  voice,  exclaimed;  “I’m  rawther  afraid  some  of  these 
chaps  will  embarrass  me  by  rudely  shouting,  Tav  for  it’.” 

If  there  is  any  one  who  is  all  over  in  such  a short  time,  it’s  Cohen.  Why,  that 
boy  can  perform  marvels;  first  he’s  here  and  then  he’s  there,  and  in  good  faith  he’s 
every  where. 

Company  halt!  One!  two!  Second  Lieutenant  Daniel  Feins  broadcasting. 
In  civilians  Daniel  could  knock  any  lion  hearted  female  for  a broken  heart.  The 
ninth  wonder  of  the  world  is  involved  in  Daniel;  the  boy’s  hair  stays  back  without 
the  aid  of  vegetable  oil  or  Crisco.  He  has  a mortgage  on  an  honor  roll  button. 

;f:  ^ % % 

Johnny  Moore;  “He’s  some  boy.”  Few  realize  wrhat  an  athlete  John  is. 
When  asked  who  Homer  was,  John  replied,  “You  can’t  fool  me,  it’s  a nick  name  for 
Babe  Ruth.” 

Here  goes:  One  side  fellows;  Let  Tubber  pass  (he  needs  plenty  of  room) 
fame  is  his.  Henry  Myerson,  as  his  name  is  recorded  at  City  Hall,  is  a bright 
chap  and  not  only  that,  a regular  berth  on  the  football  team  was  his,  consequently 
Tubber  wears  his  E.  Believe  it  or  not,  some  fellows  told  me  that  Henry  came  to 
the  Senior  Class  Dance  accompanied  by  four  girls,  and  that  he  did  not  miss  a single 
dance.  So  long  Tubber, 
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A SPELLING  BEE 
C.  S.  Cooper , Jr.  ’26 


The  campfire  was  slowly  dying  out. 
Around  it  several  young  men  were 
sitting.  They  were  all  sturdy,  hearty- 
looking individuals,  and  the  glow  of  the 
fire  added  a touch  to  the  scene  which 
cannot  be  painted.  They  had  been 
telling  stories,  a favorite  evening  diver- 
sion for  campers.  Now  the  laughter 
which  the  last  had  caused  was  dying 
away.  The  acclaimed  leader  of  the  cir- 
cle spoke  up.  “Well,  boys,  it’s  getting 
late.  We’ve  all  said  enough,  I think. 
But  before  we  hit  the  hay  let’s  make  Bill 
tell  us  a story,  one  of  his  experiences.” 
The  boys  all  shouted.  “Come  on, 
Bill,  let’s  have  one!”  came  the  cry,  as 
the  guide  held  up  a protesting  hand. 
The  ring-leader  said,  “Come  on,  Bill. 
The  very  last  thing  my  father  said  to 
me  was,  'Get  Bill  to  tell  an  anecdote  or 
two;  you’ll  enjoy  them.’  ” 

When  the  guide  heard  what  Tom’s 
father  thought  of  his  stories  he  felt  that 
he  simply  had  to  satisfy  the  “young- 
sters” as  he  cabed  them  (they  were  really 
college  students.).  He  settled  back  into 
the  shadows,  puffed  silently  for  a few 
moments,  then  began: 

“Back  in  1905  I was  a deputy  inspec- 
tor on  the  Baltimore  force.  One  might 
say  that  I was  in  training,  for  what  little 
1 learned  I picked  up  myself.  I had  no 
reputation,  so  that  the  reason  they 
picked  me  for  this  particular  case  was  a 
mystery  to  me.  It  looked  like  a hard 
one  at  first,  but  was  really  a cinch. 

“Now  it  happened  that  a doctor’s 
family  in  a small  town  south  of  our  city 
was  having  a little  domestic  trouble. 
There  were  a number  of  servants  in  the 
doctor’s  employ,  one  of  which  caused  the 
disturbance.  Naturally,  being  a doctor, 
the  man  of  the  house  was  away  from 
home  a great  deal.  This  left  the  doctor  s 
wife  rather  lonely,  As  she  was  not  the 


sort  of  person  to  go  out  very  much,  she 
sought  the  companionship  of  one  at 
home,  namely  her  maid.  Therefore 
they  became  very  good  friends  indeed. 

“But  this  maid  began  to  ‘cut  up’  as 
they  say.  For  one  thing,  she  was  free 
to  do  as  she  pleased  Saturday  afternoons 
and  evenings.  Often  it  pleased  her  to 
stay  away  all  night  and  the  biggest  part 
of  Sunday.  The  mistress  objected  very 
strenuously  to  all  this,  and  for  a short 
time  the  maid  became  attentive  again. 

“One  time  however  she  stayed  away 
until  Monday  morning.  This  was  more 
than  the  lady  could  stand,  so  she  told 
her  to  leave. 

“As  she  packed  her  trunk,  she  became 
repentant.  She  went  to  the  doctor, 
begging  him  to  intercede  for  her.  He 
asked  the  trouble,  and  when  told  it  said 
he  would  have  to  uphold  his  wife’s 
judgment  under  the  circumstances,  much 
to  his  regret. 

“This  left  five  servants  in  the  house- 
hold— two  chauffeurs,  one  for  day  driv- 
ing, the  other  for  night  driving  and  as 
general  repair-man;  a cook  who  had 
been  with  the  family  a great  length  of 
time;  a general  housework  girl,  who 
openly  despised  the  former  lady’s  maid; 
and  a gardener. 

“However,  it  was  not  until  about  three 
weeks  later  that  trouble  began,  but  it 
sure  did  begin!  The  mistress  received  a 
note,  which  could  only  have  been  written 
by  one  of  depraved  character. 

“It  was  written  in  a cramped  hand,  and 
signed  with  the  name  of  the  dismissed 
maid.  For  a time  the  lady  of  the  house 
was  frightened  by  it,  but  she  did  not 
bother  the  very  busy  doctor.  Soon 
another  came,  then  another,  all  signed 
with  the  name  of  the  “once  was”  maid, 
and  very  vicious  sounding.  The  doctor 
and  his  wife  were  amazed.  They  re- 
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fused  to  believe  that  their  former  em- 
ployee was  a person  of  such  a nature. 
The  notes  continued  to  come;  each 
threatening  and  terrible.  They  were  all 
turned  over  to  the  local  authorities,  who 
did  their  best  to  locate  the  writer.  They 
posted  men  at  the  letter-box,  at  the 
house,  all  the  windows  and  on  the  in- 
side of  the  physician’s  home.  They 
shadowed  the  former  maid,  but  made  no 
discoveries. 

“No  doubt  this  was  very  troublesome 
for  a doctor  with  a large  practice.  Every 
time  he  came  home  he  was  met  at  the 
door  by  a red  eyed  young  wife  and  a new 
note.  However,  the  suspense  and  anxi- 
ety wore  off,  when  nothing  developed 
from  the  threats. 

“Then  new  mysteries  took  place. 
Pettv  larceny  replaced  the  threats.  A 
pen,  a knife,  a book  and  even  a pound  of 
butter  would  be  lost  and  never  found. 
It  must  be  said  that  these  things 
bothered  the  doctor,  but  they  were  so 
trivial  he  did  not  notify  the  local  police. 
Some  things  of  more  value  were  missed: 
the  doctor’s  comb  and  his  wife’s  slip- 
pers. Then  a tie  clasp  and  two  neck- 
ties; now  a brush  and  small  pieces  of 
jewelry.  The  doctor  was  by  this  time 
disgusted.  He  warned  the  local  blue- 
coats  to  “start  something”  or  he  would 
have  them  all  fired. 

“The  sheriff  worked  like  a Trojan. 
All  his  deputies  did  their  best,  which 
was  none  too  good,  but  to  no  avail.  No 
thief  was  caught.  A good  many  were 
suspected,  in  fact  everyone  suspected 
everyone  else,  but  sufficient  evidence  for 
arrest  was  lacking. 

“Then  things  took  a turn  for  the  worse. 
Milady’s  pearls  disappeared,  and  the 
‘doc’s’  cuff  links  were  missed.  This 
rankled  the  physician,  but  he  decided 
to  wait  a while  longer.  Then  his  pet 
razor  flew!  He  stumped  angrily  into 
the  police  station  in  his  home  town,  told 
them  in  a few  short,  fiery  words  his 


pinion  of  them,  demanded  the  notes 
and  jumped  aboard  the  next  train  for 
Baltimore. 

“By  the  time  he  reached  headquar- 
ters he  was  cooled  off  and  told  his  errand 
in  a business-like  way.  The  chief  told 
him  he  would  do  his  best.  This  seemed 
fair  enough  to  the  doctor,  who  went 
home  at  once.  Then  the  chief  called 
me. 

“ ‘Bill,’  he  said,  ‘are  you  on  a case 
now?’  I answered  affirmatively,  as  I 
was  working  on  a murder  case  in  lower 
Baltimore.  ‘Well,’  he  replied,  ‘let  Joe 
finish  that.  You  pack  a bag,  take  these 
notes  and  straighten  that  thing  out.  It 
will  take  you  a week  at  most.’  1 did  the 
trick  in  just  two  hours  after  my  arrival. 

“Going  down  on  the  train  1 studied  the 
notes.  They  were  nearly  all  alike,  be- 
ing silly,  threatening  things,  such  as  I 
had  often  read  before.  Then  I wrote 
down  on  my  pad  all  the  misspelled 
words.  Sherlock  Holmes  probably 
would  have  taken  two  or  three  injec- 
tions of  cocaine  and  then  started  to  ana- 
lyse the  ink  and  scrutinize  the  paper  un- 
der a microscope. 

“When  I arrived  at  the  unfortunate 
house  I had  a short  talk  with  its  mis- 
tress. I told  that  it  was  my  opinion  that 
it  was  an  inside  job.  I asked  her  what 
she  intended  to  do  when  the  culprit  had 
been  caught.  She  replied,  ‘Of  course  if 
it  turns  out  that  one  of  my  servants  is 
at  fault  I will  not  prosecute  . I merely 
wish  to  recover  my  property.’  I then 
asked  her  to  call  all  the  servants,  which 
she  did. 

“When  they  came  in  I lined  them  all 
up  and  made  my  little  speech.  ‘I  am  a 
dictionary  salesman,’  I lied,  ‘your  mis- 
tress is  nearly  convinced  that  she 
should  buy  this  book.  But  she  wishes 
further  proof,  so  with  your  co-operation 
I am  going  to  try  to  satisfy  her.’  Then 
I began  my  spelling  bee.  I made  them 
spell  a number  of  words,  but  I made  the 
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former  maid’s  enemy  spell  the  words  I 
had  noted  on  my  paper.  In  a short 
time  I was  practically  sure  who  was  the 
thief.  I then  dismissed  the  other  ser- 
vants, but  retained  the  one  I had  sus- 
pected all  along,  the  general  house- 
keeper. 

At  my  request  her  mistress  took  me  to 
the  girl's  room.  I told  the  girl  to  follow. 

The  room  was  on  the  third  floor  in  the 
rear.  As  we  entered  the  room,  I told 
the  servant  to  produce  the  box  in  which 

* * 

ALUMNI  NOTES 

“Shorty  Change”  T7  of  the  Class  of  ’23,  the  best  little  cashier  on  the  Gyppem 
& Starrvem  System,  has  cut  short  his  vacation  at  Sing  Sing  University  by  another 
wild  escapade. 

I.  Frieze  and  R.  U.  Coaid,  both  of  the  Class  of  2 below  ’00,  have  recently  re- 
ceived the  agency  for  earmuffs  and  hockey  sticks  in  Muggalot,  Africa. 

S.  O.  Lite,  the  black  sheep  of  the  class  of  ’07  is  now  Weigher  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  Weights  and  Measures. 

“Red”  Alott  ’22,  is  one  of  the  head  lights  of  the  Neverrun  Auto  Company. 

Hugo  Tuell  ’21  has  departed  for  a warmer  climate  after  long  consultations  with 
his  doctor,  L.  Sawyer  Bones  the  cut-up  of  the  Class  of  ’09. 

“Bad  Pete”  Roleum  the  Banana  Oil  expert  of  ’16  has  recently  received  a posi- 
tion as  a floorwalker  with  the  Sears-Roebuck  Co. 

***** 


Frater:  “Any  more  shredded  wheat?” 
Waiter:  “Nope.” 

Frater:  “Well,  that’s  the  last  straw.” 

— N.  Western  Purple  Parrot 
***** 

Bub:  “How  do  you  like  sleeping  in  the 
police  station?” 

Tub:  “Oh,  it’s  all  right  in  a pinch.” 

■ — Royal  Gaboon 
***** 

Sap:  “Do  you  snore  in  your  sleep?” 
Simp:  “When  do  you  suppose?” 

— Princeton  Tiger 


she  had  hidden  what  she  had  stolen. 
She  was  so  surprised  to  know  that  I 
knew  she  was  the  thief  that  she  produced 
it  immediately.  But  she  claimed  she 
had  lost  the  key.  Nevertheless,  that, 
too,  was  speedily  produced,  when  I 
threatened  to  break  open  the  box. 
Therein  lay  all  the  stolen  property. 

The  last  thing  I heard  the  mistress 
say,  as  I went  down  the  stairs,  was,  ‘‘You 
may  go.” 

* * * 
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THE  SENIOR  CLASS  DANCE 

What’s  the  world  cornin’  to! 

On  Washington’s  birthday,  instead  of  studying  up  one  of  the  greatest  Americans 
our  haughty  Seniors  go  and  run  a dance.  “Al”  Sulkin  and  his  wrecking  crew  tossed 
crepe  paper  around  our  drill  hall,  covered  up  some  of  the  somber-looking  atmosphere 
and  let  that  go  for  decorations.  That  they  did  a good  job  is  clearly  seen  in  the  fact 
that  the  tailor  charged^me  only  a dollar  more  than  usual  for  cleaning  the  fallen, 
dusty  crepe  paper  and  other  paraphernalia,  with  which  they  made  an  attempt  to 
decorate  our  hall,  off  my  suit. 

They  had  a couple  of  E.  H.  S.  boys,  Morris  Miller  ’24,  and  Max  Freedman  ’20, 
do  some  eccentric  and  soft  shoe  dancing.  You  know  what  they  do — they  throw 
their  feet  around  the  floor  and  do  a lot  of  stationary  running  and  jumping.  Seems 
to  me  they  are  crazy  because  they  donT  get  anywhere;  they  finished  in  the  same 
place  they  started. 

Another  novelty  was  the  streamer  dance — corking  fun!  While  you’re  dancing 
you  exchange  rolls  of  paper  by  flinging  them  at  the  heads  of  those  you  don’t  like- 
I didn’t  get  hit  once — I had  a tall  partner  who  served  as  shelter. 

About  4 o’clock  the  refreshments  were  attacked.  I’ll  say  they  were  good, 
even  though  I had  to  pay  for  mine. 

The  feature  of  the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon  was  the  beauty  contest.  Here 
“Al”  Sulkin  did  his  hardest  bit  of  work  when  he  awarded  the  prize  to  the  winner. 
Her  name? — I’ll  keep  that  to  myself. 

Besides  our  headmaster,  many  other  members  of  the  faculty  were  present, 
accompanied,  if  they  were  fortunate  enough  to  possess  them,  by  their  better  halves. 
Captain  Driscoll  and  Mr.  McLaughlin  were  the  shieks  of  the  older  E.  H.  S.  boys 
present.  The  way  the  former  syncopated  it  seemed  as  if  he  was  used  to  paradin’ 
around  our  drill  hall. 

Collegiate  dancing  was  the  predominating  style  and  half-time  was  the  most 
popular  step.  I was  half  dead  when  I got  home. 


MORE  TRUTH  THAN  POETRY 


ftn  iHt 


I love  the  work  and  teachers, 

I love  the  grand  old  school; 

I love  to  sit  in  my  favorite  chair 
And  think  with  pen  and  rule. 

I love  the  long  wide  corridors, 

I love  the  spacious  hall; 

But  oh  boy!  that  vacation! 


I love  it  best  of  all. 
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ATTENTION,  SCHOOL-TEACHER 

A boy  who  swims  may  say  he  swum,  but  milk  is  skimmed  and  seldom  skum, 
and  nails  you  trim,  they  are  not  trum. 

When  words  you  speak,  these  words  are  spoken,  but  a nose  is  tweaked  and  can’t 
be  twoken,  and  what  you  seek  is  seldom  soken. 

If  we  forget,  then  we’ve  forgotten,  but  things  we  wet  are  never  wotten,  and 
houses  let  cannot  be  lotten. 

The  goods  one  sells  are  always  sold,  but  fears  dispelled  are  not  dispold,  nor  what 
you  smell  is  never  smoled. 

When  young,  a top  you  oft  saw  spun,  but  did  you  ever  see  a grin  e’er  grun,  or 
a potato  nearly  skun? 

THE  PERSIAN  ROSE 
The  Persian  rose,  come  from  a foreign  strand, 

A fragrance  of  a misty,  mystic  land. 

Pale  saffron,  red,  that  though  it  seems  outworn, 

Still  keeps  its  touch  of  freshness  newly  born. 

A faint  reminder  of  a lily  hand, 

Of  pale  red  cheeks,  red  lips,  air  of  command, 

Of  Persian  prince  and  princess,  haughty,  grand, 

Of  great  aspiring  and  greater  scorn. 

The  Persian  rose. 

Its  petals  grouped  deliciously  well  planned, 

A meaning  somewhere,  hard  to  understand. 

Far  from  its  native  land,  but  not  forlorn 
For  on  its  stem,  protecting,  points  a thorn. 

A Persian  once  sat  down  upon  it,  and 
The  Persian  rose. 

- — C.  C.  N.  Y.  Mercury 

EVERY  SUNDAY  EPITAPHS 

Although  automobiles  are  young  in  the  history  of  the  world,  the  name  of  the 
man  who  wrote  the  first  “jitney”  epitaph  remains  lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  past. 
We  don’t  know  the  author  of  the  following: 

“Here  lies  the  body  of  Annie  Drake 

Who  stepped  on  the  gas  instead  of  the  brake.” 

We  should  give  him  second  place,  to  the  author  of  four  lilting  lines  that  paint 
a more  vivid  picture: 

“Here  lies  the  body  of  Lizzie  J., 

She  died  disputing  the  right  of  way, 

She  was  right  all  right  as  she  sped  along, 

But  now  she’s  as  dead  as  if  she’d  been  wrong.” 

***** 

“Bertie,”  said  mother  sorrowfully,  “every  time  you’re  naughty  I get  another 
gray  hair.” 

“My  word,”  replied  Bertie,  “you  must  have  been  a terror.  Look  at  grandpa!” 
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v'rs  That  Mah  in  the  Bum  mi 


a (huahey  Deeper?" 

"MAU,  HE’S  A R.K.K.ffiOH  KtftBUKU 

•— faM-n  J.[jnu>flV£!). 


IF 

If  I were  Gaekwar  of  Baroda 
I’d  burn  every  Rhetoric  book 

And  hang  every  student  who  showed  a 
Desire  within  one  to  look. 

If  I were  the  Marquis  of  Chelsea 

I then  could  make  true  all  my  dreams; 

I’d  float  on  the  high  tide  of  wealth’s  sea 
And  NEVER  write  any  more  themes. 

The  teacher  expects  me  to  tell  why 
X Y bisects  A B at  O; 

But  if  I were  the  Begum  of  Delhi 
I’d  not  be  expected  to  know. 

If  I were  the  Sultan  of  Sulu 

I’d  find  a nice  place  by  the  shore 

And  sit  ’neath  the  palms  with  my  Lulu 
And  Chemistry  study  no  more. 


HERE’S  SAD  NIOUX 

A girl  from  the  tribe  of  the  Siouxs 
Was  often  afflicted  with  the  Bliouxs. 
The  trouble,  she  found, 

Was  down  near  the  ground, 

Her  feet  were  too  big  for  her  Shiouxs! 

— Colorado  Dodo 

***** 


It  peeves  me  to  study  histOrv 
And  Algebra  gives  a pain; 

I’d  forget  them  and  revel  in  glory 
If  I were  a Grandee  of  Spain. 

I’d  throw  all  “Dutch”  books  in  the  fire 
And  live  in  some  beautiful  spot; 

For  study  would  have  no  desire 
If  I were  the  Akoond  of  Swat. 


ROLLICKY  RIMES 

I started  out  to  school  at  nine, 

I walked  about  half  way; 

I stopped  because  of  a large  sign — - 
Tom  Mix  was  there  that  day. 

***** 

I broke  a regulation 
When  I started  to  fool; 

Said  my  beloved  teacher, 

“You  can  come  after  school.” 


And  if — but  my  teachers  have  told  me 
My  life  has  been  too  full  of  E:s. 

My  folks  are  beginning  to  scold  me 
For  not  trying  harder  to  please 

Good  bye,  then,  to  foolishly  fakng; 

I’ve  got  to  get  down  to  brass  tacks. 
I’ll  pass  every  subject  I’m  taking 
Or  else  I will  drop  in  my  tracks. 

—C.  H.  S. 


***** 

I love  my  Latin  teacher 

And  I thought  he  loved  me; 
But  when  I got  my  report  card — 
Imagine!  I saw  an  “E”. 


***** 

“Ah!  I will  fool  the  bloodhounds 
yet,”  and  slipping  on  a pair  of  rubbers 
he  erased  his  tracks. 
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A BLOOD-THIRSTY  ENGINE 

The  brakes  of  the  express  train  suddenly  screeched  and  the  cars  came  to  a grind- 
ing stop.  There  was  some  excitement  in  the  Pullmans,  and  presently  word  passed 
along  that  they  had  run  over  a cow.  As  the  conductor  hurried  through  the  train 
an  old  lady  reached  out  and  seized  him  by  the  sleeve. 

“They  say  it  was  a cow!”  she  exclaimed.  “Was  it  on  the  track?” 

“No,  madam,”  replied  the  conductor  severely.  “The  engine  chased  it  right  out 
into  the  pasture  and  caught  it  under  an  oak  tree.”  —Judge 

The  Business  Staff  will  broadcast  from  Station  B.U.N.K.,  the  lullaby,  “Dad 
Must  Think  I’m  a Lollypop  ’Cause  He  Licks  Me  All  the  Time.” 

MARRIAGE  BY  RADIO 

Now  comes  the  news  that  in  several  states  on  the  mainland  marriage  by  radio 
had  been  declared  illegal. 

We  can  easily  see  that  there  would  be  confusion  in  the  broadcasting  of  the 
marriage  ritual.  By  listening  in,  we  might  hear  something  like  this 

Minister:  “Do  you  uta-dah-dah-ta-ta-tah-adtadah  Eloise  Inch  take  this 

prunes  closed  firm  to  be  your  Texas  Gulf  oil  preferred  34  bid  36  lawfully  wedded 
titmouse  and  woodchuck  fable  by  Millicent  Muddle?” 

Answer:  “Shake  a little  shimmie  on  the  shores  of  Kakaako.” 

Minister:  “Do  you,  Clarence  snap-snap-snap-buzz-click  take  this  bedtime 

story  by  Kenneth  Knee  to  be  your  lawfully  wedded  Sousa’s  band  in  new  and  novel 
programme?” 

Answer:  “Goodbye,  Tootsie,  goodbye.” 

Minister:  “I  pronounce  you  McKinley  high  school  glee  club  in  songs  and 
instrumental  music.”  — Honolulu  Star-Bulletin 

jfj  ^ ^ 

UNSUSPECTING  MATER 

Mamma:  “Where  have  you  been  Johnnie?” 

Small  Boy:  “Playing  ball.” 

Mamma  (severely):  “But  I told  you  to  beat  the  rug,  didn’t  I?” 

Small  Boy:  “No,  ma’am;  you  told  me  to  hang  the  rug  on  the  line  and  then 
beat  it.” 

The  Tombstone  Man  (after  several  futile  suggestions):  “How  would  simply 
‘Gone  Home’  do?” 

Mrs.  Newweeds:  “I  guess  that  would  be  all  right.  It  was  always  the  last  place 
he  ever  thought  of  going.” 

WHAT  A MISTAKE 

Young  Wife:  “The  postoffices  are  very  careless  sometimes,  don’t  you  think?” 
Sympathetic  Friend:  “Yes,  dear;  why?” 

Young  Wife:  “Fred  sent  me  a post-card  yesterday  from  Philadelphia,  where 
he  is  staying  on  business,  and  the  silly  postoffice  people  put  an  Atlantic  City  mark 
on  the  envelope.” 
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LETTER  BOX 

Dear  Sir: 

I am  contemplating  entering  high  school  and  am  puzzled  as  to  which  school  to 
attend,  English  or  Latin.  I have  pondered  over  the  respective  merits  of  each  and 
after  lengthy  meditation  have  decided  to  leave  the  final  decision  to  your  masterly 
mind.  PERPLEXED. 

Perplexed: 

Attend  English;  it’s  nearer  the  ORPHEUM. 

% jJ:  % 

Dear  Sir: 

Our  school  dance  will  be  held  on  Memorial  afternoon.  I am  acquainted  with 
two  “why  students  don’t  study”  and  as  yet  cannot  decide  which  of  the  two  girls  to 
take.  Both  are  the  “rabbit’s  foot”  as  far  as  good  looks  are  concerned,  and  both 
are  good  dancers.  Please  help  me. 

UNDECIDED. 


Undecided: 

It’s  an  afternoon  affair — take  the  one  who  eats  the  less. 


r 


An  elderly  lady  climbed  on  one  of  our  local  variety  of  street  cars  and  handed 
the  conductor  a transfer. 

“This  is  two  days  old,”  he  growled. 

“I’ve  been  waiting  patiently,”  she  murmured. 

’26  (with  tortoise  shells):  “Statistics  show  that  the  eyesight  of  boys  is  far  su- 
perior to  that  of  girls.” 

’24:  “Yeh!  I know.  I fell  for  a girl  last  summer  who  can’t  see  me  at  all.” 

“What  a sad-looking  store.” 

“Why?  Because  it  has  panes  in  the  window?” 

“No,  the  books  are  in  tiers.” 

Father:  “What’s  this  0 at  the  top  of  your  Physics  paper?” 

Studious  (?)  offspring:  “OH!  That’s  the  room  temperature.” 

We  know  a boy  in  dear  old  E.  Id.  S.  who  thinks  that: 

“The  Deserted  Village”  is  a Scotch  towm  on  tag  day. 

“The  Merchant  of  Venice”  sells  hot  dogs  at  2:34  outside  the  building. 

Irving  Cobb  can  write  even  better  than  he  can  play  baseball. 

“11  Penseroso”  sounds  like  one  of  the  snappiest  things  Ibanez  ever  wrote  and  he 
is  sure  going  to  read  it  as  soon  as  it’s  translated  into  English. 

He  % ^ 

“That’s  the  bee’s  knees.”  said  the  professor  as  he  squinted  through  the  micro- 


scope. 
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WE  APPRECIATE  THE  CAR  SERVICE.  OH,  YES  WE  DO. 

( With  Apologies  to  Medbury.) 

The  elevated  system  is  wonderful. 

You  wouldn’t  think  you  were  in  a subway;  really  it’s  more  like  a battlefield. 
On  the  other  hand,  however,  everybody  on  a battlefield  does  not  get  badly 
mangled  or  otherwise  maimed  for  life. 

Still  we  know  of  one  guy  who  got  from  Bowdoin  Square  to  Massachusetts 
Avenue  in  twenty  minutes. 


But  he  wanted  to  go  to  East  Boston. 
Your  car  comes  right  away,  of  course. 


One  fellow  always  carried  a couple  of  blankets  and  a pillow  because  he  could 
never  stay  up  more  than  forty-eight  hours  without  sleep. 

sf:  tfc 

Another  bird  walked  right  into  the  subway  and  got  his  car  right  away;  he  re- 
covered from  his  faint  by  the  next  stop 

% :Jc 

There  he  found  his  car  waiting  for  him. 

^ sfc  sfc 

Nine  months  later  he  emerged  from  the  City  Hospital,  but  he  will  never  be  the 
same  again. 


You  are  pretty  safe  from  that,  however,  because  that  doesn’t  happen  more  than 
once  in  a lifetime. 

5k  ^ 4: 

We  don’t  mind  the  cars  for  every  other  point  being  triple;  but  why  does  every- 
one under  the  sun  rush  for  the  car  that  you  want? 

if:  :f:  :fc 

Once  a man  caught  the  right  car  at  the  right  time.  Bughouse  Fables. 


i'm  so  i-fliY  -TmaT 
X cut  my  cig-ars  in 
HAIF  , so  1»AT  x WON'T 

HAT*  T°  PUti.  TRU  a WH0L£  one.” 


UDhn 


EhcbTII 
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THE  GOLFERS’  CLUB 


With  a few  lusty  blows  of  his  mallet 
the  demon  in  charge  of  the  Fifth  Circle 
of  the  Inferno  nailed  this  notice  to  the 
official  bulletin  board. 

“NOTICE!”  it  read.  “There  will  be 
a meeting  of  the  Golfers’  Club  in  the 
eighth  tomb  at  six-fifteen  today.  The 
meeting,  which  is  the  regular  weekly 
meeting  of  this  society,  will  last  only 
three  hours,  as  the  Boss  has  announced 
his  intention  of  inspecting  this  Circle  at 
nine-thirty.” 

Thus  it  is  that  we  find  the  members  of 
the  Golfers’  Club  being  called  to  order 
that  evening  at  six-fifteen  sharp,  by  no 
less  a personage  than  Julius  Caesar  him- 
self. When  order  was  finally  arrived  at, 
the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  were  read 
by  Secretary  Thomas  Jefferson.  This 
done,  the  business  end  of  it  was  next  at- 
tended to;  and  after  that  was  out  of  the 
way,  the  members  began  their  favorite 
manner  of  passing  the  time  away,  i.  e. 
telling  stories  of  their  earthly  golfing 
days.  It  is  with  these  that  my  story 
has  to  deal.  The  first  to  speak  was 
Boofus  MacGoofus,  the  pre-historic  cave 
man. 

“Well,”  said  Boofus  when  called  upon 
to  give  one  of  his  experiences,  “about  the 
only  thing  that  I can  think  of  to-night  is 
the  tale  of  how  I won  the  maiden  Shoofus 
Now  you  must  know  that  in  my  day  I 
was  a mighty  hunter.  ’Twas  easy  to 
slay  a few  sabre-toothed  tigers  or  such 
like,  but  to  offer  their  pelts  to  Shoofus 
was  quite  another  matter,  for  I was  a 
very  bashful  man.  You  may  guess, 
then,  how  my  suit  prospered;  in  fact,  it 
was  very  prosperous-reverse  English. 
On  the  day  that  my  story  takes  place  I 
had  had  a particularly  bad  day  of  it;  a 
sabre-toothed  tiger  had  bitten  my  favor- 
ite war-club  in  two,  I had  cut  myself 
badly  while  removing  its  pelt,  and  to 


cap  the  climax,  Shoofus  had  laughed  at 
me  when  I laid  the  skin  at  her  feet  in 
token  of  my  affection  for  her.  All  these 
disagreeable  things  having  happened,  I 
felt  that  the  only  place  for  me  was  the 
golf  links;  I am  sure  that  you  will  all 
agree  that  I was  right.  Well,  anyway,  as 
I was  driving  off  the  thirteenth  tee,  I 
happened  to  glance  up  and  see  Shoofus 
standing  near  the  pin.  For  a while  I 
forgot  where  I was,  and  brought  my 
driver  down  vigorously,  totally  uncon 
scious  of  what  I was  doing.  Crack! 
the  ball  rose  in  a long  beautiful  arc  that 
was  not  more  than  ten  feet  from  the 
ground  at  any  point,  a perfect  drive. 
Imagine  my  horror  and  consternation, 
however,  when  I observed  that  Shoofus 
was  directly  under  the  descending  ball! 
‘Fore,’  I shouted,  ‘FORE!’  But  Shoofus 
paid  no  attention;  and  on  seeing  this  I 
ran  towards  her  as  fast  as  I could.  I had 
not  covered  half  the  intervening  space 
when  I heard  three  distinct  thuds.  One 
as  the  ball  hit  Shoofus,  another  as 
Shoofus  hit  the  ground — unconscious, 
and  the  other  as  the  ball  bounced  off 
Shoofus’  dome  and  rolled  into  the  cup! 
Shoofus  regained  consciousness  just  as  I 
rushed  up,  and  seeing  me  she  stretched 
out  her  arms  and  cried,  ‘My  hero!  I am 
yours.’  I never  paused,  but  run- 
ning to  the  cup  dropped  on  my  knees 
beside  it,  and  seeing  the  ball  in  it  shouted 
‘Now  by  all  the  Blue  Sunday  Laws,  A 
HOLE  IN  ONE!’  ” 

There  was  a silence  of  a few  moments, 
then  a discussion  arose  as  to  whether  the 
tale  were  true  or  not. 

“Yes,”  spoke  George  Washington 
finally,  “I’m  inclined  to  believe  that  it’s 
true  enough.  In  fact  I’ve  had  some 
rather  queer  experiences  myself.  For 
instance  while  playing  on  the  Haphazard 
Course  in  Venice.  I accidentally  sliced, 
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driving  the  ball  into  the  canal.  Imagine 
my  astonishment  when  instead  of  float- 
ing on  top  of  the  water  the  ball  re- 
bounded into  the  air,  hung  there  mo- 
tionless for  a moment,  then  began  to 
float  down  the  course  towards  the  pin. 
Reaching  a spot  immediately  above  it, 
the  ball  stopped,  then  slowly  sank  down 
into  the  cup!  Rowing  over  to  the  cup,  I 
reached  in  and  drew  out  the  ball.  To 
my  astonishment  the  ball  was  nothing 
but  a sphere  of  white  powder  that 
crumbled  in  my  hand.  The  explanation, 
however,  was  simple.  My  ball  was  com- 
posed of  three  substances;  an  outer 
layer  of  rubber,  then  one  of  sulphur,  and 
last  one  of  sodium.  When  the  ball 
touched  the  water  the  sodium  acted  upon 
it  to  form  sodium-hydroxide  and  to  set 
free  hydrogen.  The  hydrogen  filled 
the  space  left  by  the  sodium,  and,  as 
hydrogen  is  the  lightest  substance  known 
the  ball  rose  into  the  air.  Then  the 
wind  blew  it  over  to  the  cup.  Mean- 
while the  hydrogen,  sulphur,  and  water 
that  remained  had  combined  to  form 
sulphuric  acid.  Being  now  heavier  than 
air,  the  ball  of  course  sank.  As  it  hap- 
pened to  be  above  the  cup  it  just  dropped 
into  it,  and  there  you  are.” 

‘‘Humph.”  remarked  Casca,  ‘‘That’s 
nothing.  Why,  once  I — ”. 

‘‘Enough,  enough,”  broke  in  Cassius, 
‘‘Whatever  your  incident  may  be,  mine 
is  better.  Listen!  While  trying  to  ex- 


tricate my  ball  from  a sand-trap  into 
which  a ‘slice’  had  landed  me,  I hit  too 
far  under  the  ball,  lifting  it  high  into  the 
air.  As  it  chanced,  a king-fisher  was 
flying  past  just  then,  and  on  seeing  the 
ball  he  grasped  it  in  his  claws  and  flew 
down  the  course  with  it.  Realizing  that 
something  must  be  done,  I hastened  to 
the  nearby  pond,  reached  into  the  water 
and  grasped  a goldfish  by  the  tail. 
Holding  my  prize  firmly,  I ran  to  the  pin 
placed  the  fish  in  the  cup,  and  waited 
for  the  king-fisher  to  return.  Soon  he 
flew  by,  saw  the  fish,  swooped  down  and 
grasped  it,  dropping  the  ball  into  the 
cup  as  he  did  so.” 

‘‘Ho,  ho,”  jeered  Brutus,  ‘‘And  you 
think  that’s  a strange  happening,  do  you? 
Well,  listen  to  this  and  learn  something! 
That  same  bird  played  the  same  trick  on 
me,  but  I was  too  clever  for  him.  In- 
stead of  allowing  him  to  seize  the  fish,  I 
quickly  withdrew  it  from  the  cup  as  the 
ball  fell  into  it,  and  running  on  to  the 
next  hole  I repeated  the  performance,  for 
the  bird  had  again  grasped  the  ball  as  it 
bounced  out  of  the  cup  and  had  flown  on 
after  me.  Thus  I completed  the  whole 
course  in  one  stroke!” 

Outside  a whistle  blew  sharply,  where- 
at they  all  hastened  back  to  their  tombs, 
for  that  was  the  Chief  Imp’s  whistle  and 
signified  that  his  Satanic  Majesty  was 
coming  to  inspect  the  place. 
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DO  YOU  BELIEVE  IN  SIGNS? 

Why  do  people  rattle  the  skeleton  in  the  family  closet?  The  other  day  as  we 
meandered  down  the  big-time  lane  of  our  city,  we  encountered  some  mighty  queer 
signs,  viz.  to  wit,  i.  e.  “Buy  Our  Rugs,  they  can’t  be  beat.”  Who  wants  a rug 
that  can’t  be  cleaned?  Further  down  the  street  this  sign  met  our  eyes,  “Shoes 
shined  inside,”  Is  there  anv  sane  reason  why  we  should  have  our  shoes  shined  on 
the  inside?  In  the  Park  Street  subway  there  is  a sign,  “Danger,  Look  Out.” 
One  man  stuck  his  head  out  of  a car  and  broke  his  neck.  The  theatres  advertise 
their  shows  at  popular  prices.  We’ll  tell  the  cock-eyed  world  that  they  aren’t  popu- 
lar with  us,  what  I mean.  A department  store  displays  these  signs.  “Princess  Slips” 
(What  has  that  got  to  do  with  us;  we  don’t  even  know  what  princess  they  mean) 
and  “Spring  Coats”.  It  would  be  good  to  have  a coat  that  could  hop  on  and  off 
your  back,  but  we  think  they  are  kidding  us.  The  corner  store  bears  the  sign, 
“Hand  Laundry.”  Who  ever  heard  of  going  to  a laundry  to  have  your  hands 
washed?  And  the  awful  way  these  songsters  talk  about  their  mothers.  Did  you 
see  those  signs  like  “Red  Hot  Mama,”  “Coal  Black  Mammy,”  etc.  The  upholsterer 
has  a sign  which  reads,  “Hooked  Rugs;”  we  don’t  want  any  stolen  property.  “Kitchen 
Sinks.”  Now  who  wants  to  chase  the  kitchen  down  the  cellar?  “Have  Your  Milk 
Shake  at  Our  Fountain.”  Think  of  getting  milk^and  having  it  jump  all  over  your 
face.  It’s  all  foolishness. 


sr+-o  *■  <2  s.  was  Hr<?  c.Uec.se 


PREPAREDNESS 

“Rastus,  why  fo’  you  pack  dat  er  razor  to  this  dance?” 

“Niggah,  don’t  yo  rad,  youself,  as  how  dis  heah  am  to  be  cut-in  dance?”  — Ex. 

“Once  there  was  a bird  called  the  moa.” 

“Yeh?” 

“Well,  it’s  extinct  now.  There  is  no  moa.” 


—Ex. 
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OKLAHOMA  WHIRLWIND 

Hotel  Guest  (to  friend  across  table):  “I’m  going  to  have  some  beefsteak.  It 
always  makes  me  feel  bully.” 

Friend:  “I’m  going^tojhave  some  hash.  Hash  always  make  me  feel  like 
everything.”  — Royal  Gaboon 


/J'h  Y 

Tot™  J~  QF,otr, 


As  a maid  so  nice, 

With  step  precise, 
Tripped  on  the  ice, 

She  slipped,  her  care 
in  vain; 

And  at  the  fall, 

With  usual  gall 
The  schoolboys  call: 
“First  down-two  feet 
to  gain.” 


“Eight  o’clock,”  as  the  girl  said  when  she  swallowed  her  wrist  watch. 
Hello,  old  top,  what  do  you  say  to  a spin? 


- — Princeton 


A bigamist  is  a sap  who  has  made  the  same  mistake  twice. 
Is  a man  robbing  his  wife  when  he  hooks  her  dress? 

You’ve  got  to  hand  it  to  the  hold-up  man. 


Tiger 


A QUESTION  OF  MATERIAL 
Five-year-old  Elizabeth  was  visiting  her  uncle  in  the  country. 

“Just  think,  dear,”  he  said  to  her.  “God  made  all  those  beautiful  mountains. 
Isn’t  it  wonderful?” 

“Well,  so  could  I,  if  I had  the  dirt,”  replied  Elizabeth  unimpressed. 

— Judge 

“You  make  my  blood  boil,”  said  the  lobster  indignantly  to  the  hot  water. 

— Dartmouth  Jack  o’  Lantern 
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HARD  TO  RECKON 

“How  long  am  it  since  you  read  de  Bible?”  inquired  the  negro  preacher. 
“Lessee.  Lemme  hgger.  I ain’t  nevah  read  it  a-tall.  How  long  is  dat?” 

— Judge 

“Before  pens  were  invented,”  wrote  an  English  schoolboy,  “the  pinions  of  one 
goose  were  used  to  spread  the  opinions  of  another.”  — Judge 

Football  players  may  be  pretty  brave,  but  contractors  have  more  sand. 

- — Notre  Dame  Juggler 

“Sh-shnatractive  girl.” 

“Sh  otto  be,  sh-shdaughter  va  steel  magnate.” 

He:  “Do  I need  a haircut?” 

The  Barber;  “No!  But  we  don’t  braid  hair  here.” 

Ted:  “That  girl  has  a wonderful  light  in  her  face.” 

Tess:  “Yes.  I’ve  noticed  she’s  lantern-jawed.”  — Carolina  Buccaneer 

Among  the  Scotch  a man  usually  finds  his  closest  friends. 

— Stevens  Stone  Mill 


No  matter  where  you  chance  to  roam 
About  this  mighty  nation; 


MANY  ME  ti 

a fceTMu  Teai'\?" 
EH$:’'1Tea  am’  a auaweR!  " 

dJo  Vrn  JJ7  (id 


’Tis  a long  and  dusty  lane, 
That  has  no  filling  station. 


Teacher:  “Now  tell  me,  what  is  the  opposite  of  ‘misery’?” 

“Happiness,”  said  the  class  in  unison. 

“And  of  ‘sadness’?”  she  asked. 

“Gladness.” 

“And  the  opposite  of  ‘woe’?” 

“Giddap!”  shouted  the  enthusiastic  class.  — Waco  Daisy  Chain 

**:}:** 

When  a girl  looks  sweet  enough  to  eat  don’t  give  her  the  chance. 

— Denver  Parakeet 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


iflERU  ?kk  hip 
iti£  TUflM 


My  Hfere  / oft  f^'S  /*r  ? 

-.i  $ 4 /arm  c/oc/(  fori  of  To  J ff  . 

'/ovr  c /octr  f-oraot-  To  J * f u ? - 

^eahj/iet  a,  rottt~<,>;‘  ' 


<J  0 


A man’s  first  attempt  to  hold  a girl  on  his  knee  might  be  called  a trial  balance. 

— A'.v. 


***** 

A learned  judge  at  a banquet  was  unexpectedly  called  upon  to  reply  to  a toast. 
Recovering  from  his  surprise  he  said  the  situation  reminded  him  of  a man  who  fell 
into  the  water  while  he  was  fishing.  With  no  little  difficulty  he  was  rescued,  and 
after  he  had  regained  his  breath  his  rescuer  asked  him  how  he  had  come  to  fall  into 
the  water. 

“I  did  not  come  to  fall  into  the  water,”  replied  the  unfortunate  fisherman. 
‘‘I  came  to  fish.” 

Pearls  come  from  oysters  but  some  girls  get  diamonds  from  nuts. 

FORWARD:  “Don’t  you  think  that  the  violinist’s  obligato  was  beautiful?” 

MARCH:  “I  don’t  know  vet:  wait  till  she  turns  around.”  — V.M.l .Sniper 

ALL  CLEAR  NOW 

Whiz  Bang:  “What’s  the  difference  between  the  jingle  of  the  American  dollar 
and  the  Chinese  yen?” 

Sky  Rocket:  “One  is  the  chink  of  the  coin  and  the  other  is  the  coin  of  the 
Chink.” 
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A SUSPICIOUS  SYMPTOM 

A young  man  recently  called  on  Doctor  Perkins  Soonover,  of  Austin. 

“Doctor,  I am  not  feeling  right.  I believe  a change  of  climate  would  do  me 
good.” 

“Are  you  the  cashier  of  a bank?”  asked  the  doctor,  who  is  of  a suspicious  dis- 
position. 

* * * * * 

AN  ACTUAL  OCCURRENCE 
Scene : The  office  of  the  John  Plancock  Mutual  Company. 

Enter  small  boy. 

President  of  the  company:  “Well,  my  lad,  what  is  it?” 

Small  boy:  “Please,  sir,  is  Mr.  Hancock  in?” 

President:  “Well,  I guess  I can  do  for  Mr.  Hancock.” 

Small  boy:  “Please  give  me  a calendar.” 

“Is  your  wife  a good  cook?”  asked  the  visitor  from  out  of  town.  “Is  she,”  echoed 
the  flat  dweller.  “Say,  you  just  ought  to  be  around  when  she  roasts  the  janitor.” 

“How  can  you  make  a tall  man  short?” 

Ans:  “Try  to  borrow  five  dollars  from  him.” 

* * * * * 

Customer  (from  backwoods)  in  a drug-store:  “I  hearn  tell  about  a stuff  yer 
call  Radium.  Kin  yer  accommodate  me  with  some?” 

Clerk:  “Oh  yes,  but  it’s  worth  $10,000  a gram.” 

Customer:  “Hang  it  all,  I don’t  want  so  much!  Jest  give  me  five  cents’ worth!” 

He  (to  his  wife):  “Do  yrou  remember  the  first  time  I met  you,  Bedelia?” 

She:  “Oh,  most  certainly.” 

He:  “Do  you  recollect  that  we  sat  together  fully  an  hour  without  saying  any- 
thing?” 

She:  “I  remember  it  most  distinctly.” 

He:  “Believe  me,  that  was  the  happiest  hour  of  my  life.” 

Twenty-five  years  ago  the  following  jokes  appeared  in  the  Record.  It  is  in- 
teresting to  note  just  how  far  wTe  have  progressed  in  the  line  of  humor  since  then. 

* * * * 

Ice  cream  in  quarts  he  ate  in  life, 

’Twas  his  incessant  whim, 

And  when  he  died,  his  weeping  wife 

Said  sadly,  “Creamate  him.” 

***** 

THE  SCHOOL-BOY’S  BIBLE 

A good  answer  turneth  away  a zero. 

A good  recitation  in  time  gets  a nine  (or  a ten). 

Put  not  your  trust  in  ponies. 

Haste  makes  a collision  (on  the  stairs). 

A good  report  maketh  a glad  father. 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


25 


"Why  was  Goliath  so  surprised  when  the  stone  from  David’s  sling  hit  him?” 
“Such  a thing  never  entered  his  head  before.” 

^ 

OVERHEARD  AT  A RESTAURANT 

He:  “Will  you  have  this  lobster?” 

She:  “Oh,  dear!  this  is  so  sudden!” 

% ^ 5}!  % 

Mike  and  Pat  had  gone  to  bed. 

Pat:  “Moike,  are  vez  awake?” 

Mike:  “Yes.” 

Pat:  “Will  vez  lend  me  a dollar?” 

Mike:  “Aw,  Oim  schlaypin  now." 

Druggist:  “Well,  what  do  you  want,  my  boy?” 

Small  Boy:  “You’ll  find  the  smell  in  the  bottle,  and  I want  five  cents’  worth.” 

% :jc  % :j: 

Professor  of  Hygiene:  “What  are  the  last  teeth  that  we  receive?” 

Voice  from  rear  of  room:  “False  teeth.” 
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“KING”  SAXELLO 


A New  Creation  in  saxophones.  All  instruments  sold.  Easy  terms.  Expert  repairing  and  repadding. 
TOLL  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC  Instruction  day  and  evening,  in  Saxophone,  Clarinet,  Violin,  Banjo, 
Mandolin,  Uke,  Guitar. 

R.  TOLL  MUSIC  HOUSE,  218  TREMONT  STREET 

Phone  Beach  4420 


m 


iMeiic  Goods 


286  Devonshire  St  Boston  Mass. 

Secure  Discount  Cards  From 
Mr.  Smith,  253. 


ORDER  THE  OFFICIAL  PIN  OR  RING 
OF 

SAVAGE— ROOM  205 

AGENT  FOR 

DORRETY  of  BOSTON 

387  Washington  Street 

CHARMS,  FRAT  PINS 
LOVING  GUPS,  TROPHIES 

Tel.  6185  Main 


PA  TRONIZE 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 


OPERATING  A SHAPER 

COURSES  OFFERED 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  University  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the 
following  branches  of  engineering,  leading  to  the  Bachelor’s  degree: 

I.  Civil  Engineering, 

II.  Mechanical  Engineering. 

III.  Electrical  Engineering. 

IV.  Chemical  Engineering. 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  Boston  English  High  School  who  have  included  Algebra  to 
Quadratics  and  Plane  Geometry  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted 
without  examinations. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary 
from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

application 

An  application  blank  wall  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog 
Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  Applications  for  admission  to 
the  school  in  September,  1925,  should  be  fonvarded  to  the  school  at  an 
early  date. 

CATALOG 

For  a catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school,  address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering  316  Huntington  Ave.  Northeastern  University 

Boston  17,  Massachusetts 
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Arlington  Studio 

PORTRAITS  of  DISTINCTION 
Class  Photographers  1923-24-25 
394  Boylston  Street, 

Boston,  Mass. 

Special  Rates  to  E.  II  S.  Students. 

Tel.  Back  Bay  7832 


STYLISH  SHOES 
FOR 

YOUNG  MEN 

Special  12J^%  discount  on  all  cash 
sales  at  our  list  prices  to  English 
High  School  students 

COES  & STODDER 

10-14  School  St.  Boston,  Mass. 


LAW  STUDENTS 

THE  BOSTON 
UNIVERSITY  LAW 
SCHOOL 

Trains  students  in  principles  of  the 
law  and  the  technique  of  the  profession 
and  prepares  them  for  active  practice 
wherever  the  English  system  of  law  pre- 
vails. Course  of  LL.  B.  fitting  for  ad- 
mission to  the  bar,  requires  three 
school  years. 

Post  graduate  course  of  one  year 
leads  to  degree  of  LL.  M. 

Two  years  of  college  work  is  required 
for  admission. 

By  arrangement  with  the  College  of 
Liberal  Arts  of  Boston  University  stu- 
dents may  obtain  the  A.  B.  and  LL.  B. 
degrees  both  In  six  years. 

Special  Scholarships  $75  per  year  to 
college  graduates. 


For  Catalogue  Address 
HOMER  ALBERS,  Dean 
11  Ashburton  Place.  Boston 


Suffolk  Law  School 

20th  year  opens  Sept.  21,  1925 

Day  Sessions  10  A.  M.  is1  f.30  P.  M. 
Evening  Sessions  6 7 .80  P.  M. 

Four  year  course — L .L  .B.  Degree 
Tuition  $100  per  year  Payable  quarterly 

Main  Building  erected  1920-1921 
Annex  erected  1923-1924 

Largest  law  school  in  Sew  England 
Highest  percentage  in  July  1924 
and  January  1925  Bar  exams  of  any 
evening  law  school  for  men. 

Send  for  bulletin  of  statistics 

Catalog  on  Application 

GLEASON  L.  ARCHER,  L.  L.  B„  Dean 

20  Dern  St.  Rear  of  State  House 
Boston,  Mass. 

Telephone  Haymarket  0836 
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FEDERAL  NATIONAL  BANK 

‘ OF  BOSTON 

UNDER  SUPERVISION  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES  GOVERNMENT 
Main  Office:  Water  and  Devonshire  Streets, 

BRANCHES  Mattapan  Square,  Mattapan 

476  Broadway,  So.  Boston  Mass.  Ave.  & Newbury  Sts.,  Back  Bay 

Northern  Ave.  & D Street,  Fish  Pier  2 Maverick  Sq.  East  Boston 

Commercial  and  Savings  Accounts  Solicited 
Capital  $1,500,000.00  Resources  Over  $32,000,000. 


(J^ratnWrlaiit 

Snap  Brim  Soft,  for  School  and  College  Chaps 
Beaconsfield  Quality  $5.00 
Revelation  Quality  $4.00 

2 STORES  ""'WASHINGTON  ST. 

3H  Opposite  the  Old  South  Church 
6.59  G&yetjy  Theatre  Building 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

DAY  SCHOOL  OF 
BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION 

Boston,  Mass. 

Education  and  Training  for  leadership:  Business,  Social,  Civic. 

Two-year  and  four-year  courses  leading  to  Junior  Certificate  and  degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Business 
Administration  and  Master  of  Business  Administration. 

FIELDS  OF  SPECIALIZATION 

Accounting,  Merchandising,  Industrial  Management,  Administration,  Marketing,  Fi- 
nance and  Banking,  Retailing  and  Retail  Store  Management,  Personnel  Manage- 
ment, Sales  Management. 

Exceptional  Equipment — Problem  method  of  Instruction,  Analysis  of  Actual  Business  Prob- 
lems, Home  Study  Projects,  Individual  and  group  Surveys  of  Business,  Motion  Pi  ctures 
on  Basic  Industries,  Personal  Conferences  with  Executives. 

Student  Life — Student  representation  from  many  states  and  countries.  Democratic  in  spirit. 

Each  student’s  voice  counts  in  every  program.  Varsity  athletics;  basketball,  baseball, 
track,  soccer,  gymnasium  and  swimming  pool.  Dramatics,  glee  clubs,  minstrels,  orchestra. 
Wholesome  social  atmosphere:  fraternities,  and  other  student  organization. 

Freshman  Enrollment  Limited — Early  application  for  admission  advisable. 

Catalog  and  Further  Information  on  Request. 

TURNER  F.  GARNER,  Dean 

Northeastern  University  Boston  Young  Men’s  Christian  Assoc  iation 

Boston  17,  Massachusetts 
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“If  it’s  popular  at  College  you’ll  find  it  at  Macullar  Parker’s” 


COLLEGE  APPAREL  OF  THE  VOGUE 


London  Coats  Fur  Coats 
Patrick  Coats  and  Ulsters 
Sack  Suits  Sport  Suits 

Tuxedo  and  Dress  Suits 
Imported  golf  hose  Sweaters  to  Match 
London  Neckwear 
Scotch  Plaid  Mufflers 
Collar-attached  White  Cheviot  Shirts 
Closed  front-Single  band  Cuffs 


MACULLAR  PARKER  COMPANY 

“The  Old  House  with  the  Young  Spirit” 
TREMONT  ST.,  at  BROMFIELD 


EXPERT  DANCING  INSTRUCTION 


Professor  LOUIS  M.  LERNER’S 


Academy  of 
Dancing 

335  Mass.  Avenue 
Boston 

(Near  the  Arena) 


The  School  of 
Authority 
Telephones 
Back  Bay 
9383-9384 


Quick  Results  Guaranteed 


By 


THE  NEW  LER INTER  IMPROVED  METHOD  OP  TEACHING 
SPECIAL  COURSES  and  RATES  to  E.  H.  S.  STUDENTS 


Personal  instruction  by  Professor  Leraer  and  his  expert  stall  of  lady  and  gentlemen  teach  era 
All  the  latest  styles  of  Ballroom,  Collegiate,  Rltz,  Tango,  Soft  Shoe,  Buck  and  Wing,  Stage 

and  Fancy  Dancing. 

The  SCHOOL  that  Carers  Especially  to  the  HIGH  SCHOOL  STUDENT 

REAL  SOCIABLE  SOCIALS-EVERY  WEDNESDAY  and  SATURDAY  EVENING  at  8 O’CLOCK 
with  the  famous -'COLLEGIATE"  ORCHESTRA 


TO  LET 

x 


Our  artistically  decorated  Ballroom,  accommodating  100 
Couples.  Just  the  place  for  your  FRATERNITY  and 
CLUB  DANCES.  CIRCULAR  ON  REQUEST 
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